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COMMENCEMENT  ODE. 


What  noble  deed 

Will  each  one  bring 
To  crown  the  years,  whose  echoes  ring 
Within  these  halls? 

What  clamoring  need 
Will  each  one  meet, 
As  forth  he  goes  with  eager  feet 
Into  the  world, — to  falter,  fall,  or  lead? 
O  let  no  trifler  answer  here; 
With  boastful  or  with  timid  cry 

Make  his  reply! 
The  hour  demands  a  deeper  thought, 
A  longing  with  high  purpose  fraught, 
And  every  worthy  lesson  caught 

Afar  or  near. 
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II. 


The  breast-plate  that  your  Mother  gives, 
On  which  her  name  untarnished  lives, 
Shall  you  with  stainless  virtue  wear, 
And  her  dauntless  motto  bear, 

Until  the  day  is  done 
And  for  her  your  trophy  won? 

O  guard  it  even  as  your  life! 

Let  no  unworthy  strife 
Its  brightness  dim. 
Add  to  its  luster,  if  you  will, 
The  story  of  your  skill 

In  lowly  place  or  great. 
Add  to  it  of  your  best 
And  leave  with  God  the  rest. 


III. 

This  glorious  hour 

Is  pregnant  with  undreamed  of  power. 
Tis  yours  to  use. 
Tis  yours  to  lose. 
You  cannot  its  gift  refuse. 
Shall  not  the  Right  know  truer  ring 
Because  of  all  your  acts  shall  bring, 
Shall  not  the  truth  reveal  her  own 
Because  her  light  within  you  shone? 
Shall  not  each  day  your  wisdom  prove, 
Nor  power  of  earth  your  honor  move? 

These  questions  you  alone  must  meet 
As  forth  you  go  with  eager  feet. 
O  answer  well! 
By  life,  by  thought,  by  tongue,  by  pen, 
Prove  you  are  men! 


IV. 


The  portal  swings  to  darkness  wide, 

And  all  your  paths  are  yet  untried. 

But  hope  before  you  runs 

With  quenchless  torch;  nor  shuns 

The  darkest  way.     With  her  unfading  glow 

What  may  not  youth  and  vigor  know? 

V. 

Yet  dear  as  hope  is,  dearer  still 

Is  Faith;  faith  in  one's  self;  faith  to  fulfill 

Whatever  man  has  strength  to  will. 

Faith  to  climb,  but  greater  faith  to  stand 

With  patient,  yea,  with  folded  hand, 

If  need  be,  letting  life  itself  translate 

The  hidden  meaning  of  the  order,  "Wait." 


VI. 


But  if  you  find  your  day 
Amid  the  thunders  of  the  fray, 
Even  until  the  night  is  born, 
And  deeper  night  descend,  without  a  star, 
Without  a  hint,  a  ray, 
A  promise  of  the  morn, 
While  all  your  soul  in  anguish 
Feels  and  owns  the  battle's  scar, 
O  faint  not!  nor  languish, 
But  press  on, — amid  the  throng, 
Stalwart,  brave  and  strong; 
'Till  others  of  your  strength  partake 

And  you  make 
The  echo  that  shall  roll 
Forever  on  from  soul  to  soul; 
The  echo  that  shall  witness  be 
Of  your  best  claim  to  Immortality. 


VII. 


And  doubt  not. 

Life  will  yield  its  own  to  each. 

Let  nothing  slip  beyond  your  reach; 

For  in  its  wise  economy 
All  things  are  good.    To  use  aright 
Is  the  true  secret  of  the  master's  might; 

And  he  who  with  sincerity 
Still  follows  well  the  light  within 
Shall  make  and  shape  the  greater  light 
For. which  we  wait.     The  grander  day 

It  is  with  you  to  usher  in. 
Its  call  is  sounding  even  as  we  speak; 

Shall  you  its  voice  obey, 
Or  shall  you  craven  prove  and  weak? 
A  land  of  promise  is  your  own; 
But  promise  in  itself  alone 
May  be  but  subterfuge,  and  cloud  the  way. 

'Tis  action,  action,  the  world  needs, 
They  only  live  who  mark  the  way  with  deeds. 


VIII. 


With  honest,  earnest,  manly  deeds, 

Deeds  that  shall  prophetic  be 
Of  all  Love's  vast  immensity, 
Deeds  that  stir  to  nobler  aim 

And  still  proclaim 
The  value  of  life's  creeds. 
Nor  let  the  soul  in  easeful  sloth 

Forget  the  meaning  of  true  growth;  > 
But  upward,  onward  to  the  Mount,  until  you  see 

The  very  height  of  God's  Eternity. 
Or  show  yourself  transfigured,  even  as  did  He. 
O  tremble  not! 
Nor  let  some  spot 
Upon  the  hour  obscure  your  sun.     Keep  the  brave  heart 

Of  day,  of  night  a  part. 
With  all  great  thoughts  of  high  emprise 
Forever  shining  from  your  eyes. 


IX. 


And  here  we  pause.     Your  gracious  Mother  speaks. 
Her  heart  the  while  o'erflowing  in  her  eyes, 
As  all  in  vain  she  seeks 

To  quell  the  feeling  that  must  rise 
With  thought  of  you. 
"You  are  my  sons," 
We  hear  her  say. 
'  'My  life  has  fed, 
My  hand  has  led 
You  to  this  day. 
If  you  are  worthy,  mine  the  praise, 
And,  alas!  'tis  also  true 
If  aught  you  do 
To  merit  blame, — or  question  raise 
Of  honor,  truth,  or  worth 
I,  too,  must  suffer  and  my  name 

Be  sullied  by  your  shame. 
But,  Oh!  turn  with  me  to  the  page 

On  which  is  found  your  heritage 
And  my  imperishable  fame. 

While  this  is  ours  I  have  no  fear; 
The  guerdon  of  my  toil  has  tribute  clear. 
Behold  the  names!    See  other  wreaths  than  mine 
Around  the  annals  of  their  glory  'twine. 

On  battle-field,  in  legislative  hall, 
In  pulpit,  and  in  scholar's  chair; 


Wherever  duty  with  its  trumpet-call 
Has  sounded,  they  were  there: 
They  rendered  unto  me  the  Purple  that  I  wear. 
Turn  now  again  your  sight 

To  what  may  seem  a  lesser  light: 
For  not  in  highest  place 
Will  you  its  beauty  trace; 
Its  softened  ray  reveals 
What  praise  too  oft  conceals; 

O  find;  and  consecrate  anew 
That  homage  ever  and  forever  due 
To  those  who  in  the  silence  face 

Life's  humble  labors  and  its  pain; 
Who  ne'er  complain, 
But  with  unconscious  grace 

The  soul's  true  temples  build;  nor  seek  to  enter  in, 
Content  to  leave  with  Him 
Whether  they  fail  or  win 
The  mystic  meaning  of  the  life  within. 
These,  these  enrich  me  with  imperial  power, 
These  are  the  jewels  in  my  crest 

That  give  to  me  a  matchless  and  unquestioned  dower. 
And  all  this  priceless  legacy  is  yours, 

With  all  that  it  secures. 
Its  greatness  keep.     O  make  its  light  your  own; 

Nor  shall  you  stand  alone. 
'The  gods  are  to  each  other  not  unknown.' 


X. 


And  now  with  all  high  hope  and  expectation, 

Shall  your  song  be  one  of  exultation. 
Filled  with  all  the  future  holds, 

And  all  the  present  still  controls? 
Or  shall  its  note  in  minor  key 

Come  back  to  me 
Wailing  some  lost  opportunity? 
Among  you  there  are  those 

Of  true  heroic  mould; 
But  whatever  you  disclose 

My  love  and  thought  your  lives  enfold. 
My  hopes,  and  all  that  your  hope  shares, 
My  aspirations  and  my  prayers, 
Must  ever  follow  you. 
Whether  the  path  go  downward,  or  lead  to  heights  above, 
You  cannot  go  beyond  the  circle  of  my  love. 

And  here  my  heart  reminds  me  of  the  few 

Who  came,  and  passed  away 
To  the  bright  vision  of  The  Longer  Day. 

They  went  while  yet  the  dew 
Was  fresh,  and  all  life's  flowers  gave 

The  fragrance  that  is  ever  new. 
So  much  is  theirs  we  may  not  hope  to  save, 

For  us  remain  the  tears, 

The  shattered  hopes  and  fears; 
The  morn  cut  off  too  soon, 
For  them  the  Spring-time  and  the  eternal  bloom. 


XI. 


For  you  on  every  hand 

Duty  waits. 
Woe  to  him  who  hesitates 

At  her  command; 
Or  fails,  when  she  is  near, 

To  keep  the  watchful  eye, 
The  ever  listening  ear. 
She  will  teach  you  how  to  see — 
The  wants  of  our  humanity. 
To  make  less  cheap  the  lives  of  men; 
To  raise  your  voice  and  use  your  pen 
For  Freedom,  Truth,  and  Right, 
And  keep  them  sacred  in  men's  sight; 
To  love  the  Land  we  call  our  own; 
This  Land  with  every  Good  supplied; 
This  Land  for  which  our  heroes  died; 
To  love  her  not  alone 
For  the  greatness  she  has  shown, 

And  the  grandeur  she  has  known. 


Through  darkness  and  humility 
Your  love  must  be 
The  pledge  of  brave  sincerity. 
Let  martyr's  faith  be  yours  to  give 

Enforce  and  prove  her  right  to  live. 

But  listen  closest  when  she  tells 

Of  that  benignant  and  eternal  law, 
From  which  your  soul  cannot  withdraw; 
Whose  majesty  forever  swells 

The  righteous  plea 

For  true  equality. 
Written  on  all  life's  histories, 
Hidden  in  all  its  mysteries, 

The  one  thing  ever  to  endure, 

Holy,  true,  and  pure. 
That  each  is  part  of  that  great  Plan 
That  knows  the  God  Himself  in  man. 


XII. 


For  God,  for  Country  and  Humanity 

The  cry  is  given 
Forward!  now  with  your  undinted  shield: 
Forward!  until  day  to  night  shall  yield; 
Forward  with  the  soldier's  might; 
Forward  with  the  scholar's  light; 
Forward  until  Truth  prevail 

And  no  foes  the  right  assail! 
Forward  until  Freedom's  won 
For  every  race  beneath  the  sun! 

Forward  until  you 
Have  proved  your  manhood  true. 
Forward  until  Wisdom's  voice 
Resounds  in  yours,  and  bids  the  world  rejoice. 
Forward  until  all  shall  see 
And  feel  your  deep  sincerity. 
Forward!  let  the  heights  you  climb 
Point  men  to  the  heights  divine. 
Forward,  till  the  earthly  way 
Fades  in  the  glory  of  Eternal  Day. " 


